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confirms my worst fears. There is an awful lot of it,
and very little I want to hear. If somebody from the
jEolian or Grotrian Hall sent me this programme and
a ticket, even if I had the afternoon free, / would not
go. But I have come here, at this absurd hour of
night, and stiffer than starch (for you cannot call
starch stiff a night like this) in full dress. And very
soon, when this corner of the room fills up, there will
not be a space for my legs and my little chair will
proceed to torture. Moreover, I am apparently two
awful hours away from tobacco, and even when I get
it, it will not be in a pipe. (The real failure of Mr.
Baldwin's Government was its inability to impose the
pipe upon social functions.)

All the people I know seem to be in groups, cheer-
fully chattering away, and, overlooking the fact that
I chose to sit here myself, I seem to be exiled from
them, and come to the conclusion that people do not
like me. I stare mournfully at the grand piano and
the ridiculous palms, and turn a bilious eye upon the
newcomers,' who are now arriving in gangs. I do not
like the look of any of them. There is a fatuous young
Frenchman who kisses hands. There are one or two
elderly women who seem to have been so thoroughly
barbered, massaged, tinted, enamelled, powdered, that
they look quite unreal, and it is quite impossible to
imagine them eating. The man on my left has culti-
vated a Mephistophelian appearance, and I tell my-
self that he is an ass, but all the time I know quite
well that I really think he is somebody very important,